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And I, with moan,

Kissing away his tears, left others of my own;

For, on a table drawn beside his head,

He had put, within his reach,                                        15

A box of counters and a red-vein'd stone,

A piece of glass abraded by the beach

And six or seven shells,

A bottle with bluebells,

And two French copper coins, ranged there with careful art,

To comfort his sad heart.                                              21

So when that night I pray'd

To God, I wept, and said :

Ah, when at last we lie with tranc'd breath,

Not vexing Thee in death,                                            26

And Thou rememberest of what toys

We made our joys,

How weakly understood

Thy great commanded good,

Then, fatherly not less                                                  30

Than I whom thou hast moulded from the clay,

Thou'lt leave Thy wrath, and say,

c I will be sorry for their childishness.'

C. Patmore.

cecora
THE BLESSED DAMOZEL

THE blessed damozel leaned out

From the gold bar of Heaven;
Her eyes were deeper than the depth

Of waters stilled at even;
She had three lilies in her hand,                         5

And the stars in her hair were seven.